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And, like a ghost disshrouded, white the sea.

So may the truth be flashed out by one blow,

And Guido see, one instant, and be saved.

Else \ avert my face, nor follow him

Into that sad obscure sequestered state            2130

Where God unmakes but to remake the soul

He else made first in vain; which must not be.

Enough, for I may die this very night

And how should I dare die, this man let live?

Carry this forthwith to the Governor I              2135